SIR WALTER  RALEGH
Tell faith it's fled the city 5
Tell how the country erreth 5
Tell, manhood shakes off pity;
Tell, virtue least preferred!:
And if they do reply,
Spare not to give the lie.
So, when thou hast, as I
Commanded thee, done blabbing,
Although to give the lie
Deserves no less than stabbing,
Stab at thee he that will,
No stab thy soul can kill
SIR W,
From Reliquiae Wottonianae, 165*
Sir Walter Ralegh the night before his death
Even such is time, that takes on trust
Our youth, our joys, our all we have,
. And pays us but with age and dust;
'Who, in the dark and silent grave,
. ? When we have wand'red all our ways,
1 Shuts up the story of our days.
But from this earth, this grave, this dust,
My God shall raise me up, I trust*
SIR W,
From Ralegh's Remains, 1681
Sir Walter Ralegh's Pilgrimage
Give me my scallop-shell of quiet;
My staff of faith to walk upon;
My scrip of joy, immortal diet j
My bottle of salvation;
My gown of glory (hope's true gage);
And thus Pll take my pilgrimage.
Blood must be my body's only balmer,
No other balm will there be given;
WhiFst my soul, like quiet palmer,
Travelleth towards the land of heaven;